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Caught 


Author's Notes: 
This is fictional, though based on a real event in Rudolf's life. | mean no harm or malice toward anyone 


mentioned in this story. 


"Ahh that feels better," Rudolf sighed as he yanked his shoes off and threw his backpack on the hotel's bed. 
His shirt soon followed, landing on the floor. He'd just arrived in Boston with the rest of Scorpions and the guys 
from Whitesnake for a tour date. They would have some time to relax before the show that night and Rudolf 


was looking forward to a shower and a nap. 


They were on tour with Whitesnake for a few more weeks, through the end of March. Then he would have 
time off. He was looking forward to taking a trip with Margret for their 34th anniversary. They weren't 
completely finished with the details of the trip but were planning a trip to Greece in July. It would be closer to 


their anniversary then. 


As he reached to grab his shirt off the floor, the room phone rang. The sound startled him, causing the shirt 
to fall back to the floor. 


"Hello?" he answered. 
"Hey," Margret answered. 
"What's going on? Is everything okay?" 


He heard Margret mutter a series of curse words under her breath. She was breathing hard and cursing. He 


then heard her slam something down on the counter, followed by a crashing sound and glass breaking. 


"Margret. Is everything okay?" Rudolf repeated, keeping his voice calm and pleasant despite all the noise coming 


from the other end of the phone. 

No answer, just more noises. 

"Margret," he repeated again. He was starting to get worried, but didn't want to let her hear the worry in his 
voice. She didn't normally act the way she was now. Normally she would call him to make sure he'd landed and 
gotten into the hotel. This time, she wasn't doing that. This time, she'd hardly said a word to him so far. 
"Who is she?" Margret finally growled. 

"Hm?" Rudolf mused, more than a little confused. "| don't understand" 


"Don't play stupid with me! You know who I'm talking about, Rudolf!" 


Rudolf was silent on the other end, a sign Margret took as guilt. He'd not meant it that way. He'd been silent 


because he realized what she was talking about. 


"Why were you in my office?" he asked, annoyance creeping into his voice. Usually she didn’t go in his office 
and when she did, he was either home or in the room itself. Normally she left the room alone, having no use 


for it. She preferred the main living room for reading books and watching television programs. 
| was putting away a few of your books | found and two pieces of paper fell off the desk There was a picture 


of a young girl with one of the papers. The other paper was a letter to the girl, written in your handwriting. 
Who is she?" 


Rudolf sighed, realizing what Margret had found. "She's the winner of a contest we did on the tour of Russia 
last year. After the show that night, she was invited to join us for the evening." 


"And why the hell did you write a letter back to her?" 


Margret's cold, harsh tone took Rudolf by surprise. This wasn't like her whatsoever, but he knew he was 
caught. He knew what he needed to do, but she hung up on him before he could apologize. 


| Still Need You 


Rudolf scrambled to dial his home phone number. In the haste, he forgot to dial out of the hotel first. Damn it, 
he thought, try again. The second time, he dialed out but forgot to add Germany's country code, 49, to the 
beginning of the number, only realizing he'd done so after an unfamiliar voice answered, "Thank you for 


choosing Beacon Burgers. May | take your order?" He'd muttered an apology and hung up. 


Finally on the third try he'd dialed the correct number, only to hear a busy tone. This time, Margret wasn't 
answering the phone and from the sound of things, it seemed she had pulled the phone off the hook. He tried 
her mobile phone as well, but no luck there either. He had a feeling she was sitting right there, glaring at the 
phone, wishing he would stop calling, and possibly considering throwing her phone into their private swimming 
pool. He knew she'd always hated her cell phone. In her mind, she'd gone most of her life without one, so she 


didn't see any use for it. She was the opposite of him, as his phone was constantly attached to his ear. 


Rudolf disconnected the call. He then dialed Marcel's work number from his own cell phone. The woman who 
answered made an attempt to connect with Marcel, but no answer there either. Rudolf glanced at the clock on 
the bea's side table. It was 1I:38 in the morning, making it 5:38pm in Hannover. He realized Marcel had likely 
already gone home for the evening and dialed his son's mobile number. Finally, finally after three rings, Marcel 


answered. 
"Dad, l'm driving. Can you wait a moment?" 
"Not really. Can you pull over at all?" 


"Yeah, give me a moment. I'm on the autobahn. It might take a moment to get over and off an exit. You caught 


me only doing 140 kilometers an hour. No big deal," Marcel chuckled. 


To Rudolf it sounded like Marcel set the phone down in a cup holder, but didn't hang up. After what felt like an 
eternity, Marcel picked the phone back up. 


"What's going on? Anything | need to know? Keep in mind, I'd prefer to not hear about whatever girl was in 


your room last night or what you were doing with her." 
"Yeah, | need you to go over to my house," Rudolf answered. "You know where the spare key is, right?" 


"Yeah. Yeah. Same place its been since about 1980," Marcel laughed again, shaking his head and wondering what 
kind of craziness his dad was up to this time. "You really should consider a new spot to hide the spare key. 
Right now you might as well have a neon sign pointing it out. Actually knowing you there really is a neon sign 
pointing to it" 


"This is serious. Stop laughing!" Rudolf snipped. "I need you to check on things at my house. I'm trying to get 


hold of your mom but she's not answering her phone." 


‘I'm on my way." The phone beeped to hang up. 


Assured his son was checking on the situation with Margret, Rudolf headed for the shower. It was noon. He 
now only had time for a quick shower and change of clothes before joining his bandmates, the guys from 
Whitesnake and the tour managers for lunch. After lunch, they would have a busy afternoon of final 


preparations and meet and greet before the show would start at Tpm. 


Lunch was at an oyster bar and Rudolf had to admit the food was amazing, but he was distracted. Matthias 
and James saw that he wasn't acting himself and put on a crazy comedy routine to try to cheer him up. The 
minute he'd sat down, Klaus had known something wasn't right and came over to put an arm around his friend. 
He and Klaus had been friends for over thirty years and it showed. They knew what the other was thinking and 


feeling. Words were rarely needed between them. 


But all Rudolf wanted was to hear from his wife. 


Anxiety in Boston 


"Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome the Scorpions!" a voice boomed over the speakers as Rudolf ran to 
center stage, ready to play the opening chord to "Coming Home" as soon as the voice stopped. Matthias was on 
the other side of the stage, ready to do the same. Klaus was on the other side of the stage with Matthias, 


likely deeply involved in an arm wrestling match. 


As Rudolf had waited on the side of the stage, unseen by fans, all he'd wanted to do was pull his phone out 


and check for messages. He'd not heard from Marcel yet, and Margret was still refusing to answer her phone. 


"Coming Home," "Bad Boys Running Wild," and the "The Zoo" were all played. At the end of "We'll Burn the Sky," 
Rudolf finally felt his phone buzz He walked to the side of the stage and handed the phone to his assistant, 
knowing his assistant would either call whoever back and take a message for him or make note of any 
messages left for him so he could read them later. After that buzz, he found he could no longer concentrate. 


He already knew it had either been Marcel or Margret. 


He hit the opening chords of "Rock You Like a Hurricane," the final song of the evening. To him, the concert 
couldn't be over fast enough. He wanted to hurry through the song, but held back, knowing he would throw 
everyone else off. In the middle of the song, he saw Klaus giving him a knowing look. He'd still not said anything 
to Klaus about what was happening, but they'd been friends for years and Klaus always knew what Rudolf was 
thinking. 


After what felt an eternity, Klaus yelled into the microphone, "Thank you, good night!" to signal the end of the 
show. The five men stepped forward, arms around each other, bowing as they always did. It didn't matter to 
them that bands didn't do that kind of thing anymore. To them it was a sign of respect and gratitude to their 
fans. Being a [160s band and still making albums and touring in the 2lst century meant they were a little 
different than most. 


The guys ran off the stage after their set. Rudolf didn't see his assistant, Alex, but did see his guitar tech, 
Peter. 


"Marcel called," Peter told him, handing him a piece of paper with the words "Mom says to call her tomorrow 


sometime between 5 and 8 in the evening, German time." 


Rudolf took the paper, thanking Peter. He glanced at his watch and quickly calculated the time difference, asking 


Peter to remind him to call Margret. It was Ilpm, Boston time, meaning it was 5 in the morning in Germany. 


Later on, the guys were back in their hotel rooms. Rudolf collapsed onto his bed, exhausted and his body 
aching. He wanted to sleep but desperately wanted to figure out some idea of what to say to Margret the 
next day when he spoke with her. He knew he needed to apologize and that would be the first thing. He reached 
for the notebook he always carried in his backpack to start making somewhat of a list, or at least a stream of 


his thoughts. 


"Do | explain who the girl is, do | wait?" he asked himself. "I told her the girl won a contest last year, but do | 


need to explain things further? Do | say the girl's name? | just don't know!" 


He wanted to call Klaus, to see what advice Klaus could give, if any. But Klaus was traveling with Gabi, and he 
didn't want to bother them. He knew what it was like to try to get time with his wife, only to be distracted 
and frustrated by people needing his help. He drifted off to sleep as he thought of what to do. 


Truth is revealed 


Rudolf flipped over for the millionth time that night, catching a glance at the time as he did so. He was 
exhausted but sleep was refusing to come. His glance at the clock told him it was IIT in the morning, making it 
67 in the morning in Germany. He knew Margret was probably just starting to wake up. He knew she would get 
up, drink tea, and watch the birds from the window. 

Just a month earlier, she'd placed new feeders out to help attract the birds and loved to take pictures of 


them. After a while she would eat breakfast and start her tasks for the day. 


For him, in Boston, sleep was not coming. He considered giving up and staying up all night, but the other, more 
reasonable side of his brain told him to read for a bit and try to go to sleep. He turned on the light and 
shoved his feet into his shoes in one smooth motion, and grabbed his notebook as he left the room. He was 
going to walk down a common area near the lobby. He decided he would drink tea if he could find any to make. 


He knew Americans preferred coffee and that tea could be hard to find in many cities. 


After nearly an hour sitting in the hotel's common area, he began to feel he could sleep, and returned to his 


room. 


His phone was ringing. He glanced at the time again, noticing the sun had risen. It was now 8 in the morning, 
making it 2:30 in the afternoon for Germany. It was well past time for him to get up, either way. He couldn't 
remember the last time he'd slept that long. He'd only slept a few hours a night since he'd been a teenager at 
least. 


"Hey Matthias," he said as he answered his phone. 


"Hey are you alright? We're all at breakfast. Coming to join us?" Matthias sounded concerned. "Klaus says he's 
worried about you. Come on, you need to eat. Want me to start getting a plate ready for you?" the younger 


guitarist continued. 


"Yeah, yeah I'm coming | mean. | might take you up on that help getting a plate ready too," Rudolf sighed. "lm 


coming now, so I'll be right down" 


They hung up and Matthias got Rudolf's plate ready for him. Plain black coffee, no cream or sugar, two 
biscuits, a pile of scrambled eggs, and three pieces of sausage. The plate of food was placed on the table at an 
empty seat just as Rudolf walked in 


"Thank you, Matthias." Rudolf smiled as he sat in the chair. Matthias still had a look of concern on his face, 


even as he'd turned his attention to whatever Ralph was saying. 


Rudolf knew his band mates knew something was wrong. He was usually the first one down for breakfast in the 
morning, not the last one, and Matthias had never needed to call to get him to come down. He glanced over to 


Klaus, who nodded back. 


With breakfast eaten and band issues taken care of, Rudolf disappeared back to his room. It was now 5:30pm in 
Germany and time to try to call Margret. He dialed the number, silently praying she would answer the phone. 


It rang three times. "Hi, Rudolf" She sounded exhausted herself 
"Did you sleep last night?" he asked 

"No. | was trying to figure out what to do with this mess” 

"Did you get up to watch the birds this morning?" 

"No, | actually didn't woke up until Marcel called me" 


Rudolf chuckled, telling her he had been in a similar situation that morning, how Matthias had called him to ask 


if he was coming down for breakfast. 

"So what are you wanting to do with this whole mess anyway?" she questioned him. 

"First | need to apologize for that letter. | shouldn't have written it at all. She was the winner of a contest we 
did on our tour of Russia last year. As the winner, she and a friend were invited to spend time with us after 
the show." 

"She looks very young," Margret stated. 

"Yes, yes. She's 19, if lm remembering correctly," Rudolf responded. 


"Did you do anything with her, other than hang out with her and her friend?" 


"Well we were dancing, but there was nothing inappropriate happening. | know I'm married. You can ask Klaus if 


you don't believe me saying there was nothing inappropriate. He was there too." 


"Have you had any contact with her, other than the letter here?" Margret didn't sound angry at all. She didn't 
sound relieved but didn't seem angry, Rudolf thought. 


"Not really." 
"Not really?" Margret questioned. 


| called her at Christmas, but that was just for a quick hello and Merry Christmas. Nothing more, | swear." 


Rudolf's voice was quiet, and he hoped Margret could pick up on how serious he was. 


The conversation continued for several more minutes, mostly the same way. By the end, it was decided Rudolf 


was to end any contact he had with the Russian girl and he would not send the letter he had written. He asked 
Margret to shred the paper for him. 


"I know you're a rocker and this kind of thing is going to happen again at some point," Margret laughed. "I'll let 
you get away with it this time. Next time, I'm joining you on tour and you'll never get away from me. I'll come 
onstage with you if | have to." 


Rudolf snickered. "No you won't. No women are allowed onstage." 


‘lm flying out to join you for your next concert, in Pennsylvania. We need to work on plans for our trip in 


July." 


And that was the end of the conversation. 


